STORY OF APOLLON2US  OF  TYRE.
221
To whom her herte can nought hele, Torne it to wo, torne it to wele, Torne it to good, torne it to harme. And he tho toke her in his arme. But such a joy as he tho made Was never sene, thus be they glade, That sory hadden be to-forne. Fro this day forth fortune hath sworne To set him upward on the whele. So goth the world, now wo, now wele.
This king hath founde new grace, So that out of his derke place He goth him up into the light. And with him cam that swete wight His doughter Thaise, and forth anone They bothe into the caban gone. Which was ordeined for the kinge. And there he did of all his thinge And was arraied really, And out he cam all openly, Where Athenagoras he fonde, The which was lorde of all the londe. He praieth the king to come and se His castell bothe and his citee. And thus they gone forth all in fere, This king, this lord, this maiden dere. This lord tho made hem riche feste With every thing, which was honeste, To plese with this worthy kinge. There lacketh hem no maner thinge. But yet for al his noble array Wifeles he was unto that day, As he, that yet was of yonge age. So fell there into his corage The lusty wo, the gladde peine Of love, which no man restreigne Yet never might as now to-fore.
Qualiter Athe-nagpras Ap-poUinum {(jg navi in hospi-ciumhononnce recollegit et Thaisuu, patre consenciente, in uxoreni duxit